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They fell into each other's arms. And the rehearsal went for-
ward as scheduled.

The next time it was The Barber of Seville, and Chaliapin simply
did not show up for rehearsal at all. He was sick, he said on the
telephone. Gatti was almost in tears. He had assembled such a
fine cast, spent so much money to give his friend Chaliapin every
advantage.

Elvira de Hidalgo, I remember, was to sing Rosina, and Papi
was conducting.

"How can he do this to me?" Gatti wailed. "He is my friend
for twenty years, and I would do everything for him!"

This time I did not lift a finger to bring Chaliapin around. I
thought it would be a lesson to him to lose the $3,000 for the
performance. Alas, it was no lesson.

Another season, in Chicago, I had to play peace-maker again.
This time Giacomo Spadoni, now the chorus master of the Metro-
politan, was his victim. At a rehearsal of Boito's Mefistofele,
Spadoni either did or did not give a cue and Chaliapin, a master
of invective in any language, flung a word at him in Italian. It was
an unforgivable insult, and it had been delivered in front of the
entire company, musicians, technicians, stagehands, and the man-
agement.

Herbert Johnson, director of the Chicago Opera, would not go
to Chaliapin to demand an apology. George Polacco, the musical
director, declined with equal vehemence the office of telling the
great Chaliapin he had done wrong. Again it was up to me.

So I went to Feodor Ivanovitch and said how sorry Spadoni
was, and I went to Spadoni and said how sorry Chaliapin was, and
the quarrel wound up in a monstrous feast in Chaliapin's apart-
ment on Lake Shore Drive that night, for which Spadoni brought
the wine and faithful Nikolai prepared a wonderful schi.

The party lasted until past four in the morning. Some time
during the night I went into the music room and put a recording
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